'A PROLOGUE by Mr. $S-:tl to his 


New Piay, called The Emperor Morocco, with the Lite 
of a _—_ Actcd at the 7hearre Rojeh the 1174. of 


Ow nel "ye the Sparks be " 1 - is Day 'y, 
11 a pf p mY Poet Write «7 
you, poſſeſs d with Ra ie, Gals 
. Tour _ om Shot abroad, an y max! a Fri 
For you, we find, 100 often,  bif iſs or clap 
Tuſt as you live, ſpeak, think , and fight, by _ 
And Pocrs, we al know, can C bange, | nb 
And are alone to their own Intreſt true : f 
CanWrite againſt al Lenſe, nay even their own ; A te nad, "> 
The Vehicle, calld Penfion, makes it down. © 
No fear of C adgels, where there's beef Bread: FP ach geo 
Awell-fil'd Panch forgets @ broken He 
But our dull Foy on every fide is damin'd : 
He has bis +7 + with Love and Honoxzr cram i4 
Rot your Old Fabio 'd Hew in Romance, 
Who in a Lady's Quarrel breaks a Lonnod. þ WF Aih; 
Give us the Modiſh Feat of Honozr done, = ng FN 


With E —_— pro d Bullets in one Gur. 


:- barg d but with Eighteen Bullets, did I ſay, © 
enxis if that won't do, we'l bring one day, © 
ws cs Pocket Piftoli into play, 
Give us Heroick, Worthies of Renown, © © 
With a revenging Rivals Mortal Froen, 


Not by dividing Deans hep Opt afpuder 
whilt angry _ comes bn, like Jove, with Thunder , 
Gives out in Harlem Gazct, Blood and Wounds 
In Foreign Fray, to ſculk on Engliſh Groznd, 
raing Duels, a poor Prize «t L ' Sharps 
He only fights for Fame in Counterſcarps. 
. Do not you follow his Reven ys 
Be you thoſe tender bearted T, ings, bjs Fary. 
Gize us Old-Baily Mercy for eur Play: J 
Ab no! no Pray'rs nor Bribes your Hearts can ho 
Tour cruel Talents lye-tbe other way. « [ 
 Crizicks a 
Are Poliſh Bulies, fire and lightning all, fe y's : 


The Blunderbuſs goes off, and where you bit you mal. " 


(5c 


The EPIL )GUE.S ken by Mrs. Coy/b's 
»asCOPID: 


Adics, the Poet knew no better way, 


Than to ſexy me to Prattle for bis Play : 
I am your Cupid; and you cannot ſure 
Drive fwcb om g wt from your dore ; 


Do you be but as k; in y &5you are fair, 

And by my Quiver, Bow and Darts, I fwear, 

The litthe ET; iny God, whoſe help you want, 

Shall bear your Pray rs, and all your Wiſhes grant ; 
The Country Lady ] come wp t0 Town, - 
And ſbine, in her ol Coach, and ber new Gown ; 
The City Wife ſhall leave ber poor Totn Farthing, 
And take a harmleſs Walk toCovertt Garden; 

T hoſe very Eyes fball Rill look mo +; and gay, 
That Conquer d on the Corondation- 

And you, the brighter Beauties of rhe Z ourt, 

Yow who ohoake World undo, but Seay pport, 

Tou ſball ſubdue all hearts, while Hol 

T'1l break my Bow, ani{ leaue your Eyes to kill, 
Nay the Cotert-Star, your Beauties 10 advance, w wt df 
Has left eF Darling Spies to ak in France. 
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